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~+ No, 130,

GREAT” CLOSING OUT SALE

Begins at the

INEW YORK STORE

— OIN.—

Monday, January- 4th, 1886.

s
-

T S S

Retiring from the Dry Goods . Business in Tomb-
stone, the entire stock, which is' complete in every
department, will be

SOLD WITHOUT RESERVE

~ Away below cost. This is no humbug, but a bona fide
sale, as our prices will show. e

A

COHE N,

NEW YORK STORE,

FIFTEHEH STREET.

Treasurers Notis

I will redeem all Warrants
drawn on the County General
Fund from Nos. 15690 to 1947,
both inclusive, if presented
within ten days.

A. J. RITTER,
Couuty Treasurer.
Tombstone, Dec. 26, 1885.

NOTICE.

Notice is hereby given that
I have this day purchased all
the right, title and interest of
8. A. Hitchecock in and to the
Carriage and Wagon and
Blacksmithing shops on
Third street, and have taken
possession thereof and have
moved therein, where 1 will
hereafter be found by all old
and new customers,

A.K. WADDELL.

Jan. 9, 1886.

Notice,

LL PEUSONS NOW OUCUPYING TOWN
lots an the urface of the Mountain Mud min-
elalm in Tombstone, snd who bave n t hure
the mining title, are hereby re-

to call upon wy attoroey, = Berry,
hisofies In Tombstone, and make srrang:-
moents toobtain thy eame If they wish to svold

Utigstion. FORDICE ROPER.
'l':ubotune Jan, 12, 1,

Stockholders Meeting.

‘The regular ponusl meetiog of ‘e stoskbiolders
of the Sants Ana, San Juano Baviista ana B on-
mosa mining cumintes, all of the Terclyry of
Arlgons, for the clweiton of o'ho w%  nd direcios

.‘2:‘: aln. yoar, n‘uli %ht‘lﬂ ut the u";"re of

oompames, in Tombatove, A, T, on
Monday, Janasy 1%, 1886 .

NOTICE!

To the Occupanis of Lots on the * Way
1 p" Mindng € lalm murfaee,

I have heretofore notified you that I
own three-fifths of the surface ground of
the Way Up mine. I now notifly you
that I claim no right to said ground
against any one who has been in posses-
sion of a lot or lots thereon for five years,
as I think the five years statute of limita-
tion commenced to run on September
22, 1880, when the patent to the town-
site issued. But, in any event, I would
not disturb any one who has improve

ments on a lot for severil years; unless,
in the case of one who has indentified
himself with those who fraudulently ob-
tained the townsite title from Alder Ran-
dall, mayor, or who now buys or has late-
ly bought of them or given them aid or
assistance, '

But, as to all of the lots on said Way
Up mine now vacant or unoccupied, or
that have lately been settled on or bought
from the townsite claimants, or claimants
under the Way Up mine, 1 will assert
my rights, but will sell at a reasonable
price, reserving my right to refuse to sell
10 any one who, by purchasing lots as
afuresaid from other claimants and pay-
ing for more than two-fifths thereof
his indentified himself with the frauds,

N, B, The two-fifihs interest i said
Way Up surface which | do not own or
claim, does not belong 1o any one in
Tombsione, as near as | can find out by
the records of the county.

* JamEes REILLY,

—_— ———-—

Just recieved last evening at the Sum-
merfield Bros, a large assortment of gen-
tlemen's hats. *

Meals two bits and upward, atthe
Crystal Palace Chop House. Fred
Parker, proprietor. *

S -0

Summerfield Bros, have just received
a large assoriment of intial handkerchiefs,
for ladies and gentlemen. ¥

-— e

The most complete stock of fancy arti-

cles ever brought 1o Tombstone can be

seen at the Union news depot.
— e —

A barrel of fresh sauverkraut just re-
ceived at the Los Angeles Fruit Stare,

Fitth street, $
———

A large ivuice o1 vveicoats of fine
s yles just received at Summerfield Bros.
which they are selling at reasonable

A, J. H'REKE, Socrotary,
Tombetone, A.T.,mu.um. l!ae'r“p

prices. #

P

New suitings, a1 Harrie, .
——————

Fiesh nuts sud en ek vt Fitts Bros. ¢
—---—-“—

For the best lager beer in Arizona, go
to the Oriental, b,
—_———————

Buy your Thanksgiving turkey &l the
Los Augeles Fruit store. .
—_— s
The finest brandy in Arizona at tae
Oriental, +
N A B s
This year's sugar-cured hems apd ta-
cun ut Fitts Bros.

Fine live turkeys at the Los Angelss
Fruit Store. +

Booth's Baltimore oysters at the Los
Angeles Fruit Store. 1

Dressed turkey, d;cks. and chickens

at the Los Angeles Fruit Store. 3
——r i
Fresh Sonoro oranges for sale at Dyar
& Baldwin’s for 25 cents a dozen. ¥
e e e

A full line ol nuts, this yve s orop, |vs
received at Yuple's candy factory. 1]

Two sets of composition billiard balls
for sale, at a bargain, at the “Elite,”
el e
The best lunches in town at the Crystal
Palace Chop House. +
e ——
The best stock of embroidery will be
seen at Summe field +
—— e ——
Louisinna molasses at $1.25 per gallon
also a fine assortmen. of Louisiana
sugar, just received at Joe Hoefler's,

On account of want of space 1 will sell
toys, games and dolls at cost, Sol Is-
rael. *

e s

Hot meals at all hours at the Crystal
Palace Chop House. Fred Parker, pro-
prietor.

-——— -
Summerfield Bros. just] received a fine

lot of choice overcoats which they will

sell at a reasonable price. +

= P o] [

Job Seamans & Son announce to their
many patrons that they have in stock
the most elegant and artistic display of
diamonds and Christmas presents, etc.,
etc, that has ever been offered to the
citizens of Tombstone. They desire
further to inform the public that their
reputation for upright, square and legiti-
mate dealing is so well established that
they are not driven to resort to decep-
tion-—hanging out the *“‘red flag,” or ad-
vertising ' snide prize packages,” but on
the contrary, they givea ‘“fee simple*
to every article sold by them. A No, 1

| goods, genuine articles and small profits
for cash is their motto. +

f

A Déupﬂnte Thought.
"'W'hl‘t b&‘!f thlm i no God!" The dreadful

Took hideous shape within my mortal brain,
Then instantly my share of mortal pain
Pressed henvier on my beart. Like some great
o

Hurled 2m on gpuce, some blighting useless
llenkm.pm with tears und bloodshed, greed and
Mmﬁg'mwhd«n world seemed made in

And but & ghastly jest, man's anguishod lot.

The universe contrneted on sight,
Down to the limits of & pri::{a pen
Its one dark door, an opening in the sod.
Ifung my armis up beavenwsied in nffright,
or mudness moennced me—and t
1 oried aloud, “There is, there {8 1 God "

—Ellan Wheeler Wileox.
T ——
MISTAKEN.

Thoughtleas Words and the Results They
Wrought In Two Young Lives.

A cool hreca blew up from the river,
It plazed among the reeds and tall
E‘m on the bank and ran lightly up

e alope toward the whits mansion on
the hillside, ﬂut.tiarlug tllw vines that
fringed thawide pinzza where a group
of 'g‘ﬂizlﬁ challinﬁ. resting, or

ves with dainty needle-
wor '

“What a delicious breeze!” exclaimed
Florence Freeminn, rising as she spoke.
The slemder, thoughtful-looking young
man reclining unseen in the depths of a
large eaay chair just within one of the
long windows glanced up from the
pages of a book in which he had been
absorbed, and his dark eyes followed
her graceful figure admiringly.

“It sets me wild to be doing some-
thing," she continued, pacing up and
down the long porch. *“Do you know,
girls,” pausing abruptly, “we're a set
of slaves?"

“0, Florry?" exclaimed a lnughing
voice, “now don't give us & lecture on
woman’s rights!”

“Never fear; that isn't what I was
thinking of. We are hindered by eir-
cumstances from being and doing what
we feel is within us to be and do.™

“Listen, girls," interrupted another
voies, “Flopry is on her high horse.
Now we shull see some prancing.”

“Laugh away,” returned Florence.
“I'm in enrmnest. Why muost we, be-
cause we happen to have drifted into n
certain channel, or beeause a particular
course is marked out for us by friends,
drift on down the stream or keep on in
the same course to the bitter end, even
though we must smother the best there
is in our natures in doing se?"’

Intense feeling emphasized her words,
and her unseen listener found himself
wondering what sonal experience
had prompted them. Amy Gray lifted
her eyes.

"Dmiiis offen unplesasant,” she said,
“but it is best, after all, to have a settled
plan and and cling to them
th ng. Think what a chaos
would result if we all followed our own
inolinations, and, worse than that,
whatever might for the moment be our
ruling passipn.”

did not answer for a mo-
ment; her eyes were roving across the
wide sweep of the river, where a white
sail glimmered in the afiernoon sun-
shine.

“0, yes; there must be plans, of
course, and thoy must b - carried out, or
nothing would be accomplished. But
take special cuses. There is cousin Dora,
for instance. Why must she give up
her painting to marry Fred Long, mere-
H} becaunse she promised to when a mere

ild, and didn't know what she want-
ed? Of course 1 don't say anything
He is good as gold, but

inst Fred.
ho e Why,

he can't uppreciate her talents.

he has n to interfere with her plans
already. Says she works too steadily,

and wants her to give up some work
she had undertaken in order to be mar-
ried sooner, She only laughed over it
Of course she wouldn't say anything,
but we can all see she doesu’t love him.
How can she, when he has no :Tfmpmhy
with her on that subject? Now, why
ean't she say s0, and be free?”

“She feels her responsibility,” said
Amy's soft voice. *“She knows how de-
voted Mr. Long Is to her.”

“Sh-h! here she comes,” whis?erod
Edith Stanley as a bright-faced givl flut-
tered up from the garden, like a dainty
white butterfly, and perched herself on
the steps. A dead silence fell on the
group for s moment, and then Dora
turned her laughing face toward her
cousin: **Go on, Florry. You were giv-
ing a lecture, weren't you? 1 could hear
you ‘orating,’ but couldn’t cateh a word
of the discourse.”

“It's ended now, said Florence cool-
ly, mentally resolving never to be so
careless again in mentioning *“special
eases,” “and unless some one has taken
notes you can never hope to know any-
thing about it, for it wns quite im-
promptu.”  And, taking her cousin’s
arm, she marched ber up and down the
pinzza humming n gay air.

Meanwhile, within the windows the
young man sat motionless, his finger
still betwuen the 5“ re= that only a few
moments ago hel tim spellbound, al-
though his world had fallen in roin
around him since Florence began her
“lecture.”  Outside the breeze rang
among the treetops and rofled the
shining bosom of the river, The August

sunshine lay mellow on the grass, but
he heard nothing, saw nothing,

The tea bell rang suddenly and start-
ed him out of his meditations. The
girls disappeared with much chatter and
gay laughter, and he rose mechanically
and walked like one in 4 dream down
through the garden and on into a little

ve beyond, his one thought to be

alone where no human eyo could add
to his torment with its questioning

Flum-i-. There, nnder the trees, where
1 and Dorn Inlu_\'u-:i in childhood, he
wilked to and fro, one sentence ring-

ing in his ears like nsentence of doom:
} . P Sasier

“We can all see she doesn’t love him.

It was hard to come down from the pin-

nacle where he had imagined himself
" erowned kiog of one.

When Dorn, only 15 then, had given
him her hand so contidingly as they
walked together in this very grow

=
only it was morning then, and
time, and the air was filled wi'&dm

scent of wild crab-apple blooms, and she
wore them at her throat; how plainly he
could see her now, all in white, and the
Eink of her cheek so like the dainty

lossoms—he had taken the un-
questioningly, and no doubts had ever
assailed him. He knew her devotion

hijl':li:al ilub:.:l blind?" he questioned.
“Have 80 e
0, my little Dora!"

Something must be done, and that at
once. Should he go to Dora and  ask if
these things were P That would be
like saying “Have you been deceivi
mo all these years?” He could not
it. He must wait, with what
lte counld, until he could decide
self. He was very thankful that
had not quite decided to-be married
tho.fall, as that would be one test
conld put her to. . It;is something
have an ides thut can be seted n
once, and he retraced lLis
the house with this one in
view. How shall he find & muu in
which to s nlone with Dora? He
feels thut he cannot bear the suspense
until another day shall come, and then
mutters to himself, *Fool! what if it
must Inst a lifetime? What if Iam
never to know?"'

As he reached the piazza s girlish
voice cried out eagerly: 0, Mr. 1
where have you been hiding yourselff™
and in an instant he was surronnded b
a laughing up, who scolded an
questioned with such vivacity that their
vietim found it unn to say a
word; it was, in fact, quits impossible.
Then Dora rose from the piano.

“Here, Dora!" called ith Stanly,
“here is the deserter. What shall
done to him?" And they led him be-
fore his bright-eyed judge.

Dora had never before seemed to him®
just as she did at that moment—so far
away,as if a great gulf were fixed botween
them. He could scarcely believe in her
bri¥hl looks, everything scemed so une
real, his life was so shaken to its foun-
great effort
to mnke some

|
z

im-

rsas

f

dations. It was only by a

that he aroused himsel

commonplace exense,
Dora’s first carcless glance at his pal-

lid face changed to one of alarm. The
light from an open window fell upon it
nnd she saw its deadly pallor. *“Why,
Fred!" she cried, “you careless boy!
You will be sick n. Come and have
some tea.” And she led the way to the
dining-room. How he longed to say,
“Come Dora, I have something to te
you," and then, having her all to him-
self, pour out these miserable doubts
and fears in her ear and so be free from
them. But no; here was this crowd of
chattering girls—besides, she must not
know he had such doubts. Even if she
said, “I love you,"” could he be sure she
was not saying it because she believed
it to be her duty. And so he finished
the evening as he ‘eould;. and all
night long his heart tormented him with
censeless questionings.

Several days passed before he found
an opportunity to spenk alone with Dora.
The house was filled with a number of
young guests, and Dora must be every-
where.

Fred Long was just now taking a
well-earted vacation. After years of
hard work and months of illness he had
come back to the home of his childhood
to regain lost health and strength. He
had called this the happiest summer he
had spoied e besmty. AWERE the

ts "

ﬁ'iend?:hom Dora was en ing
her cousin Florence Freeman was the
only one he had previously known. Nat-
urally they drifted to r during these
miserable dasys, With Dora he was
suddenly ill at ease and restless; her
quick eyes notéd the cbm*l. and she

looked about for » canse. 1066 same

quick eyés soon noticed the walks and

talks with cousin Florence. “No won-

der she admires him,'" she said, with a

sharp little pang at her heart, mentally

contrasting tall, handsome Florence

with her own little self.

Presently the flock of merry school
girls took flight.  **Only Florence, and
you. and 1" said Dorn; “just as it used
to be.” But for both the old charm
was destroyed.

One day they walked together along
the river bank, and Dora said, “Our
playtime is done."

*Yies," he answered, “I must go back
to my law books and Jyou must have
time for your painting.'

A light eame into her “Then 1
am to go on painting?"'
“Yes,” he said slowly. “I am mak-

ing this sacrifice for you. 1 do not wish
you to marry me until you have finished
this work you have set {‘our heart upon.
It will ocenpy your whole winter?"

“Yes; aps more. Give me a
year," she said esgerly, quite uncon-
scious of the pain ber words inflicted,
and only auxious for time whersin to
prove whether, after all these years of
devotion, Fred could be won from her.

“Very well," came the: answer, calm
and steady. No trembling in the quiet
tones to betray the heart's unutterable
anguish as it whispered to itself, “How
glad she is to be free even for a year."

As for Dora, her heart was saying,
“Ho does not care.”

And then they talked of indifferent
matters, these two foolish ones, and the

recious hours in which they might
ave understood each other slipped
awny and were gone forever.

Once more apart, their letters were ex-
changed at regular intervals—Fred's
kind and loving. “Of course," said
Dors, “it s his duty,” while Dora's
were o curious study had her lover but
known. Each one a little cooler, a
little briefer than the last, until by the
time spring had dressed the fields and
woods in green

ence WAS Ignt.  LUorn's NeArt Was silin
her painting; ehe had grown quite
weary of him.

“This nse is killing me," he
would say; “but I'll wait—it is better—
it will soon be over.”

And Dora, wor herself to & shad-
ow over her painting, would think:
“The end cannot be far off He will

soon be free.”

Early in the summer Fred found him-
ullﬂn in the old fdmiliar haunts,
but, alas! the old joyous light was want-
ing everywhere. A shade, a mis
seemed hanging over everything, l.n&
Dors was farther away than ever,
There were no merry guests to divide
her attention; but, so absorbed, so si-
lent, did she seem, he ocould hardly be-

lieve it was the same Dora he had kmown
in other days.
A week by—a week of mingled.

and torment. Sometimes he
would be on the point of saying to her:
“Dora, 1 will stand in your way no

" but a fainthope still N s
and hd Suléhot craul 1t 80 nm
At other times he could 'hw
himself mistaken—all these m )
fearful dream—when her eyes
so earnestly and filled for & mo-
mﬁ;ﬂh the old, warm 7

- sat together one u %
little rustic seat, chatting an rmng
after a walk. Fred had taken some
lotters from his pocket which he wished

—

to show to Dora. A picture fell from
among them. Dora to recover
s n Florry," she murmured,
and Fred making some common-
lace remark upon its correctness.

en, glancing at his companion's face,
he wae ed at iis deadly pallor.

“Doral” he cried, *“you are ill. We
walked too far. You must rest.”

“No, I'm not ill,” she said almost

ly. *How lovely Florence is,”

“Yes, indeed. 8he is well-nigh per-
fect. But there is only one Dora in all
the world," taking her little, cold hand
in his. “Without Dora the world is
meanin to me.”

Dora’o eyed were scanning the dis-
tant hills She made no raPIy. She
was steeling her heart nia nst him
“He wants to be true' she thought,
“but I will have no such love.”

« *“Dora, you are not happy.”

She
mortal is

“It seems to me { would be if only
things could be as they once were be-
tween us.'’

This was the first allusion he had
made to the faet that he had noticed
any change in their relations.

realized that a crisis was com-
ing. She simply awaited it in silence.,
Bhe would neither strive to avert nor to
hasten it

“I have sometimes feared that you
and I have been mistaken. That is the
word, I think. If 0. I love yon too well
to ask you to keep a promise which hus
become hateful to you.” :

Dora rose from her seat; s sudden
fire flamed in her pale cheek. She

*| held her hand out toward him—the dear
- m'..

little hand that wore his
thing in her air bewild He
8 moment motionless, then seized
the hand in both his own. She shook
him off impatiently and drew the ‘ring
from her finger. Now he understood,

“Without a word, Dora?" he said,
utrnggling for self-command 2s & man
might battle for life against the waves
of a sea.

“What is there to say?"" asked Dora,
her voice clear as a silver bell, while
her e{u shone like two stars. And
-F:Idlrl“ e told himself that lie: *She is

And so th ed. The tie formed
almost in childhood was broken, and
tbg:mnt their separate ways.

y after day Dora's pale, resolute
face bent over her canvas, and she
steadied her trembling hand for greater
achievements. She worked too hard,
they said. She was too ambitious; she
put too much of her life-blood into the
strokes of her brush, and a few months
ended the struggle.

He came again to the dear old house
beside the river; a crowd of friends had
gathered there, but Dora gave them no
wolcome. Pale and silent she lay and
stirred not a finger nor an eyelash for
any of their tears. He stood there with
Florence, and that still form between
them; its smiling lips were no more si-
lent now than they had been in life. A
damb patience was marked on the
sweet face, but they never guessed its
meaning.

n;‘!l she might only have lived!" sobbed

rence.
Fred spoke not, but the bitter cry of
his heart was, “If I conld only know that
she loved me!”
And they never dreamed, these two—
her nearest and dearest—that they had
alain her.

Russian Stoves,

The Russian stove is made of fin .
reaisti in, is always ornamer
ul.u? vently a highly artistic,
handsome article of furniiure. Inter-
n‘.l.lnv. it is divided by thick fire-clay
walls into several upright chambers of
fAues, usually six in number. Some dry
firewood is lighted in a suitable fire-

and is supplied with only suifi-

cient air to effect combustion, all of
which enters below aund pusses through
the fire. The productions of combus-
tion, being thus undilnted with nnneces-
moold air, are very highly heated,
in this state pass up und down
through different compariments. At
the end of this long journey they have
given up most of theirheat to the twen-
mr eat-absorbing surinces of the
ay walls. Then all communica-

tion with the chimney iscut off, the ftire
Is put out, having done its work, and
the interior of the stove has bLottled up
its caloric ready for emission into the
room, and, passing througii the non-
conducting walls of the stove, is radis-

well-nigh made mwhnﬁwgumdﬁ: lu sy -

“Not perfectly so. What




